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LEAVES. 



LEAVES. 

Oh ! the music of the trees, 

And the whispering of the leaves^ 

Rocking gently with the breeze, 

At the even-tide ; 
Like the tinkle of the bells, 
In the saddest of their knells. 
Still, a happiness foretells. 

As they glide. 

With their weird and softened tone^ 
With a low and thrilling moan ; 
That, when leaf and bell are gone, 

Lingers near. 
Yes ! the music will remain 
And repeat itself again. 
Like the dripping of the rain, 

Ever dear. 

2 
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Oh ! the music of the trees, 
Full of hidden mysteries — 
Like the soul's deep reveries — 

Sweet and wild. 
All the air with fragrance beaming, 
All my soul so filled with dreaming. 
That the past is present, seeming 

Calm and mild. 
August 22, 1873. 



DOUGLAS. 

Douglas has gone ; the true, the brave. 
Is sleeping now within the grave ; 

And a thousand hearts do mourn 
Our noble statesman, friend and brother! 
For well we know there is no other 

Like him who now is gone. 

And, Oh ! I pray his words of fire 
May fill each heart with a firm desire. 

To be a patriot true. 
May over all our native land 
Our glorious banner forever stand. 

And wave its heavenly bliie. 
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Let Douglas's name, with power great, 
Within all hearts a flame create, 

To battle for the right. 
Although he 's gone, with many a tear, 
His words will linger forever here. 

And help us win the fight. 

America now is sadly mourning, 
And all in black has been adorning 

The beauteous blue and red. 
Oh, God ! we mourn, our brightest star 
Has set forever, from Earth afar. 

For Douglas now is dead. 
June, i86i. 



TO MY MOTHER. 

My feeble pen could ill portray. 
Thy pure and perfect life ; 

Thy gentle voice, so quick to soothe, 
The rugged path of strife. 

Thy love, so perfect in its strength. 

So soothing in its power ; 
Has been to me the star of hope. 

In sorrow's darkest hour. 
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And, Oh ! we bless this Summer day, 
For it did bring thy birth ; 

To me, 'tis brighter far than all 
That crown the Mother-Earth. 

Oh! may the sun shine just as bright 

Forever o'er thy way; 
And blessings gather round thy path. 

With each approaching day. 
August 31, 1864. 



THE WOMAN " OVER THE WAY." 

I wonder what she thinks — 

The woman over the way — 
As she sits by the window and looks, 

All through the live-long day. 

I wonder if she is alone. 

And all save her heart is still ; 
While over its throbbing there sadly comes 

That slow, foreboding chill. 

I wonder if hopes are dead. 
And dreams have faded away ; 
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I wonder why she watcher — 
That woman over the way. 

She stands by her window and looks, 

I sit by mine and weep : 
And only between us lays 

The calm and decorous street. 

Oh ! I wonder what she thinks, 

As she stands by the window all day. 
Is her heart as lonely as mine 1 — 
That woman over the way. 
November, 1877. 



LINES WRITTEN IN HENNIE'S ALBUM. 

Dear little boy, if I could foretell. 

And write in letters of gold. 
On the page of thy life, what bliss should be 
thine ; 

Till Time should the page all unfold. 
I 'd sing of a life so perfect, so pure. 

That not a regret should arise, 
To darken or shadow the light of thy life ; 

But all should be unclouded skies. 
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Yet, Hennie, dear boy, some shadows will come. 

Oh ! may they but more light unfold : 
For the clouds that oft gather, in bursting dis- 
close 

A beautiful lining of gold. 
But thy life, my dear boy. 

Is sustained by a power 
Much kinder than wishes of mine ; 

Only live thy best life, each moment, each hour : 
That will bring it the nearest divine. 

As time shall strengthen thy mind and thy 
heart, 
Let conscience ever tender remain, 

A whispering guide to a path that shall shun , 
Each discord of sorrow or shame. 

Dear little boy, may the page of thy life 
Be a record of deeds "nobly done,** 

From the bright early morn of childhood's 
sweet years ; 
To the fading of life's setting sun. 
June, 1877. 



LEAVES, XI 



TO ALMA. 
(Who died January 27, 1874. Aged 4 years and 8 

MONTHS.) 

" Come unto me," the Saviour said, 

And thou did'st heed the call ; 
And gently laid thy young life down 
To accept and wear the immortal crown, 

That is waiting for us all. 

" Forbid them not." These precious words 

Were meant for such as thou — 
Whose life so full of beauty here, 
So pure, and oh ! how doubly dear, 
To those that mourn thee now. 

"Come unto me," 'twas Jesus' voice 

That called thee from above ; 
So heavenly, beautiful and bright. 
Of home, the center and the light. 

Oh ! Alma, child of love. 
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" Come unto me," thou sainted one ; 

We soon shall meet thee there, 
Where God in everlasting love. 
Shall draw our hearts to Him above. 

In blessing and in prayer. 
February 5, 1874. 



IMPROMPTU. 
(inscribed to mamma on her birthday.) 

'Twas in midsummer when the air 

Was filled with perfume from the flowers, 

And beauty blossomed everywhere. 
In shadowy glens and radiant bowers. 

All nature robed in bright array — 

For was it not thy natal day. 



A troop of fairies came to earth, 

Each bringing treasures rich and rare; 

And all agreed to crown thy birth, 
And make thee '* fairest of the fair." 

The first brought love to fill thy heart, 

And of thy life to be a part. 
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And one brought thought to crown thy brow 
With all his stores both new and olden ; 

And wisdom came in haste to bring 
Her treasures that are ever golden, 

And poesy with grace sublime, 

Knelt with her jewels at thy shrine. 

And faith, and hope, came hand in hand, 
To crown with grace thy peerless brow ; 

Immortal were the gifts they brought, 
To bloom for aye — as then and now ; 

Then chanty^ all meek and lowly — 

Threw over all her mantle holy. 
August 31, 1870. 



THE SUMMER'S PAST. 

The Summer's past, the beauteous flowers, 

Have drooped and faded long ago : 
And soon shall all the verdure bright 

Be covered o*er with Winter's snow ; 
The little birds, whose warblings sweet 

Filled all the soft and balmy air, 
Have passed away ; and all we meet 

Breathes of transition everywhere. 
3 
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The Summer *s o'er, and we no more 

Shall meet as in the happy past. 
Ah ! why do Summer roses fade ? 

And why are joys too bright to last ? 
And why does sadness fill my heart 

In thinking of those by-gone hours ? 
'Tis like the perfume lingering 'round 

The faded and lamented flowers. 



Sweet dream of love, along farewell — 

Lie deep and silent in my heart, 
Or fade, like Summer joys, away. 

Or quickly, like its dews, depart. 
Ah ! no ; I can not bid thee go. 

For hope within my soul has set 
Her radiant star. And thou nor I 

Can e'er this dream of love forget. 
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A THOUGHT. 

A thought, a beautiful thought from thy soul, 

Was wafted afar to mine ; 
And as the bright stars eternally roll 
In the deep blue of space, beyond all control 

Shall it be unsevered, divine. 

A thought, how much, how little it is, 

That travels the wide world o'er; 
Yet speaks to the heart, that nest of the soul. 
Whose waves of feeling forever shall roll. 
When life and death are no more. ' 



Yes! thy thought, heaven sent with memories 
bright. 

Is linked in memories of mine ; 
And on, though transitions the years may bring. 
In all save the heart, that ever will cling, 

To its dream-love, so pure, so divine. 
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ONE YEAR OLD. 



One year ago, sweet little one, 

God gave thy soul to earth ; 
And blessed thy mother with a child 

As sweet as e'er had birth. 
Thy fairy form, and golden hair, 

And eyes of tenderest blue ; 
And sweet bright face, that wins a place, 

In every heart that's true. 

One little year, and how much love 

Has centered 'round thy life ; 
And may it guard thee ever, child, 

And shield thee from all strife. 
The sun in beauty shines, dear one. 

On this thy natal day ; 
Oh ! may it be a symbol bright. 

Of all thy future way. 

God bless thee, darling, may thy path 
Be ever strewn with flowers ; 

And all thy future be as bright. 
As childhood's golden hours : 
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But if the thorns with roses come, 
And clouds should cross thy sun ; 

Then kneel thou, darling, and try to pray, 
" Thy will, not mine, be done." 
December 8, 1868. 



MY BIRTHDAY. 

One day that is especially my own, 
One little day that I alone am queen ; 

My realm, the sacred precincts of a home. 
My throne, the happy hearts within that scene. 

This day my mother breathes a prayer for me. 
And many a tender memory lives o'er; 

Of how her " little one " in childish glee. 
Passed the bright hours of a golden yore. 

My sisters too, will name me on this day. 
With unwonted fondness in each tender tone ; 

And loving hearts so trustingly will pray 

That " God will bless " the absent as they 
roam. 

This day, that ever brings its hopes and fears. 
The retrospection, with its sigh of sorrow, 
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Its sad regret, its stolen hour of tears, 
That leave no trace upon the bright to-morrow. 

The sun is setting, and I'll bid farewell. 
To this new land-mark on the road of time; 

And pray that o'er the future's unknown spell. 
That peace and love will ever beam divine. 
March 5, 1871. 



ON SOME FLOWERS PICKED AT GRACE- 
LAND. 

A little tiny leaf — a flower — 

Whose life is spanned by a passing hour ; 

Yet faded and dead, can bring again 

The thrill of pleasure, and still retain 

The joy of the past, that bliss so brief. 

Is inscribed on thee, thou tiny leaf. 

Beautiful hours, of a beautiful day, 

Gone ere the last of the sun's bright ray ; 

Yet treasured in hearts that will thrill evermore 

As memory recalls thy beauties of yore. 

Faded and dead, yet thy perfume. 

Brings to my heart its brightest bloom. 
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And speaks of a sky of cloudless blue, 
Of flowers all fragrant with the morning dew : 
Of a day that is past, to come no more. 
To thou and /, on Time's sad shore. 



AT REST. 

Closed are those snowy lids 

Over those eyes so blue ; 
Brushed for the last time each curl 

Of golden glorious hue. 
Still are those pattering feet, 

And hushed is that voice so sweet, 
That in this sad world nevermore 

Will we its sweetness meet. 

Alas ! and he is gone. 

Our beautiful chirruping boy ; 
Gone from the house its sunniest gleams. 

Gone each cherished joy. 
Yet still we strive to pray : 

** Thy willy not mine^ be done ! " 
For our darling, our darling has passed away 

To the land beyond the sun. 
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IF. 



If I could hold your hands to-night, 

And press upon your brow 
The kiss that's trembling on my lips ; 

Could see thee, darling, n(nv : 
It seems as if my throbbing heart 
• Would cast aside its fear. 
And tell you of the loving thoughts 

That fondly cluster here. 

If I could only look to-night 

Deep in those eyes of blue; 
Could see within ^eir azure depths 

Those beams of love so true; 
Could meet those glances still and sweet. 

That from thy eyes to mine 
Speak of a love so pure and deep, 

A love like heaven, divine. 

If I could take those brave strong hands. 

And hold them in my o>yn. 
And hear again those precious words 

You told in softened tone; 
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If I could for a moment, love, 
Bring all my thoughts to thee : 

I know 'twould fill my troubled heart 
With peace and ecstasy. 



IN JUNE. 

Do you remember that perfect day, 

When all nature seemed in tune. 
And we sat beneath the vine-wreathed porch. 

That lovely day in June ? 
"The month of roses," you said to me, 

*T would pass, Ah ! all too soon ; 
Those perfect days in the long ago. 

That lovely month of June. 

We sat and talked of trifling things. 

As people sometimes do. 
Who wish to hide in careless tones 

The depth of meaning true : 
For both thy heart and mine had found. 

Amid the sweet perfume, 
A deeper beauty far than that 

Of the lovely day in June. 
4 
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THOUGHTS AT TWILIGHT. 



Through the dim and shadowy twilight, 

As I'm sitting here alone, 
Come dear forms, with beauty laden, 

Of the days forever gone ; 
And I see in hazy beauty 

Faces that I loved in yore ; 
Hands that pressed mine, Oh! so fondly; 

Voices I shall hear no more. 

Dreams, when once I, all entranced. 

Bowed my soul in joy divine ; 
All my thoughts, forever blending, 

Blending both thy soul and mine. 
And before me one is standing, 

With his eyes of beaming blue. 
Whispering words of love entrancing. 

Vows of constancy so true. 

And I feel the trembling pressure 
Of a hand that once was dear ; 

Lips that flushed my brow with kisses. 
And a sigh is breathing near : 
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Again for me loved ones are wreathing 
A circle formed of beauteous roses ; 

And on my careless happy head 
The flowery gem again reposes. 

Memory in her casket keeping 

All those scenes of former years, 
When my heart with joy was laden 

And a smile dispelled my tears. 
Oh ! the hopes and joys of childhood, 

Always tinged with pleasure's hue ; 
When life's path was bright with sunshine 

And each heart was fresh and new. 



As the twilight deepens, darkens, 

My fond visions change, it seems. 
That my heart would break with sorrow. 

And in sadness fled my dreams ; 
Yet, not all alone I wander : 

Other forms around me move, 
Other hearts in joy and beauty 

Bow and bless me with their love. 
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TWO YEARS AGO. 



Two years ago to-night, Oh ! where 
Are the friends that loved me then ? 

For now I am weary and alone, 
Oh ! shall we meet again ? 

And there was one with beaming smiles 
That wished that all my future years 

Would pass, so the review would be 
All smiles, and free from tears. 

Two little years, but full of grief. 
That makes them seem so long; 

Death has bereaved us, friends have changed. 
And I am weeping alone. 

Two years ago. Oh ! the past, the past. 
It brings me back friends, scenes, and all. 

The loved, the lost, the true and false 
Are flitting through fond memory's hall. 
i860. 
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WE'VE MET. 

We've met, and deep within my heart, 

Thine image is enshrined; 
And in my dreams forevermore, 

Thy name will be entwined. 
And memory will love to dwell, 

Upon those moments past, 
When tremblingly my weary head 

Was pillowed on thy breast. 

When all alone, in waking dreams 

I shall again live o'er, 
Those hours, when si'ting by thy side. 

We talked of days of yore. 
Again Til hear thy softened voice. 

And feel thy fond caress ; 
Visions to cheer my lonely way, 

And make my happiness. 

We've met, and both thy soul and mine. 

Have melted into love, 
As pure and bright as e'er was sent 

From angels up above. 
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And in the future yet to come. 
When fate shall us two sever, 

Our souls in sympathy will meet, 
And cherish on forever. 



TO PHENIE. 

' Midst April sun, and April showers, 

Our fairest one was born ; 
When the birds first came, to sing again. 

In the bright and glowing morn. 

With tiny form all dimpled o'er. 
And eyes so bright and blue ; 

You came to win the love of all, 
A love both deep and true. 

And April-like thy life has passed. 
With both its suns and showers ; 

As thorns are ever found among. 
The fairest of earth's flowers. 

Oh ! may thy future years, dear one. 

Pass calmly, slowly by — 

Filled with a joy, without the alloy 

Of one regretting sigh. 
April 3, 1869. 
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A QUESTION. 

VVould'st thou love me if to-morrow, 

Every hope should fade away, 
And my heart was wrung with sorrow, 

'Till I wept the weary day? 

Would'st thou kiss the falling tears, 
From my dampened cheeks and eyes ; 

Would'st thou banish all my fears. 
With thy sweet replies ? 

If my step should lose its lightness. 

And my hair its golden hue ; 
And my eyes should lose their brightness, 

Would'st thou t/ien be true ? 

Would'st thou love me, if all dreary. 
Care should press upon my brow; 

And my soul was sick and weary, 
Would'st thou love me then, as now? 

* * * * * * **. 

Nay ! answer not in words of love, 

I wish no vow of thine ; 
Oh ! let thy deeds in future prove, 

If thy heart be mine. 
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COME. 



Come to my arms, my darling, 
Come, in the hush of night ; 
Come when my soul is locked in sleep, 
Fill all my dreams with thy presence sweet, 
Like a spirit of delight. 

Come to my arms, my darling, 
Come in a dream of delight. 
When my aching arms your form can hold. 
And my lips press kisses on your locks of gold. 
Come to me, darling, to-night. 

Come to my arms, my darling, 
Come, ere the dawn of day. 
Arouses my soul to its loss of thee. 
For only in dreams I now can see, 
^My baby so far away. 
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WRITE. 

Write to me, darling, as of old; 

Write, and the thoughts you trace 
May speak to my heart in words of gold,. 

And brighten this lonely place. 
Write, for my heart is sad to-night. 

And would seek the sweet commune 
That linked ^ur souls in full accord, 

One mystic i-ight in June. 

The flowers are blooming once again. 

The sun shines just as clear; 
And moments may bring again to us. 

The joys that were so dear. 
Then write, as the days go swiftly by — 

Transmit thy thoughts to me, 
That I may feel, though far apart, 

Thy truth and constancy. 
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LIFE. 



What is life ? An empty bubble, 
Tossed about with care and trouble ; 
A storm at sea, with land in sight ; 
A rose not gone, but touched with blight — 
A mystery unrevealed. 

What is life ? A waking dream, 
A cloudy path, in which we gleam 
A joy, or, a hope divine. 
Waiting until the end of time 
The problem to reveal. 

What is life? 'Tis but a day — 
Sun bright at morn, at noon, decay 
Has touched the heart, and much we grieve. 
All ! all will perish ere 'tis eve. 
Or end in strife. 

What is life ? 'Tis but a play 
In which we act, then pass away ; 
And others act, in the same scene, 
And be the same as we have been. 
Oh ! such is life. 
November, 1868. 
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CHRISTMAS. 

All hail ! thou bright and glorious morn, 
The day in which our Christ was born, 

So many years ago ; 
To bring redemption from all sin. 
To make our souls all pure within, 

And white as driven snow. 

Oh ! Christ, upon this blessed day, 
We kneel, and most devoutly pray. 

In Thy dear name, 
Forgiveness for the days gone by. 
And may each penitential sigh 

Remove all blame. 



Bless Thou the future days to come. 
Bless those at home, and those that roam, 

Bless all beyond the sea; 
Fill all our hearts with joy and peace, 
And may Thy blessings never cease 

Through all Eternity. 

December 25, 1878. 
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A BIRTHDAY PRAYER. 

Oh ! God, to Thee my troubled heart 

Turns ever in its pain, 
And pleads for blessings from above, 

And peace to come again. 

Oh ! give me strength to bear with all, 

And guide my feet aright : 
And give me hope to look above, 

When overhangs the night. 

Oh ! Heavenly Father, I humbly seek 
Thy love and grace divine ; 

And 'round my pathway, evermore. 
May Thy blessed presence shine. ' 

If, in the future, I must bear 

With many ills in life. 
Oh ! give me fortitude and strength, 

And patience in all strife. 

Forgive me. Father, for the wrong 

That I have ever done ; 
Forgive, I ask in the name of Him, 

Thy well beloved Son. 
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I ask Thy blessings for the year 

That has this day begun ; 
Yet still my heart will humbly pray, 
"Thy will, not mine, be done.'* 
March 5, 1863. 



THOUGH LOST. 

Though lost, I do not regret thee, 
Though loved, I give thee no tears ; 

Yet still I can not forget thee, 
These long and wearisome years. 

Thy name, on my lips it will tremble. 
My heart will thrill even now ; 

Thy voice yet with me still lingers, 
With its words so thrilling and low. 

Thy hand, I still feel its pressure. 
Though absent, I feel thou art nigh ; 

As through this world I go dreaming — 
Dreaming and praying to die. 

Our hopes have perished forever. 

Buried away in the past; 
Such love, will come again, never. 

Never on earth could it last. 
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MY SISTER. 



I have a sister young and fair, 

With rosy cheeks and light brown hair, 

And eyes of deepest blue ; 
We used to wander hand in hand, 
And often then our future planned, 

With hearts so young and true. 

'Tis years since then, I'm married now. 
And often o'er my throbbing brow. 

Has pressed the weight of care ; 
But she, our youngest and our pet 
Is in her girlhood bloom as yet 

Our darling Lill so fair. 

Oh ! may you ever, my precious girl, 
With laughing eyes and many a curl, 

Dwell in a home of love ; 
ril pray for you, my sister dear. 
That guardian friends be ever near 

While in this world you rove. 
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OH! SAY NOT HEARTS ARE WON 

WITH TIME. 



Oh ! say not hearts are won with time, 

Or that the magic power 
Of friendship, is the growth of years, 

'Twill ripen in an hour, 
His eyes met mine, his voice I heard ; 

I kneiv I had a friend ; 
Whose sympathies for aye with mine. 

Would ever sweetly blend. 

We met amid a careless throng. 

And laughed as careless, too — 
Yet in our eyes and in our hearts. 

We felt a chord more true ; 
Though neither spoke, both thou and I, 

Was touched with that sweet power; 
That binds together souls refined 

Like fragrance in a flower. 
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WE ARE APART. 



We are apart, yet the moments fly, 

Swiftly and surely to return no more; 
We are apart, and I sometimes sigh, 
Looking alone on the calm clear sky, 
And wish for the golden days of yore. 

We are apart, and the Summer wanes, 

The beauteous flowers will droop and fade. 
And Autumn winds will scatter around. 
The falling leaves that cover the ground. 
And all be cast in gloom and shade. 

We are apart, and the Autumn comes. 

Yet hope is whispering of future hours ; 
When nature and love shall bloom once again 
And beauty and bliss banish sorrow and pain. 
And all be as bright as the flowers. 

Aye ! we'll meet again and the parting pain 

Be forgotten in future bliss ; 
Our days shall be crowned again as of old. 
With love that shall ne'er grow dim nor cold. 

But live in aff'ection's sweet kiss. 
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SWING.* 



Noble Swing, ever sing, 
Of religion pure and free, 
Though the Calvanistic bell 
Toll for thee its doleful knell — 
Foreordained, Ah ! who can tell 
Highest heaven or deepest Hell. 

David Swing, let them ring, 
All the changes on thy name; 
All the shame and all the blame. 
From desertion of their cause; 
But let Orthodoxy pause. 
Ere it dares to censure thee 
For the venture, to be free. 

Model Heretic, Oh ! Swing, 
To the many that you bring ; 
By thy charity and peace. 
By the sweetness of release. 
Free at last. Oh what surcease 
From grovelling fear, to perfect peace. 

*Prof. David Swing, tried for heresy in Chicago, 1874. 
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Noble Swing, ever bring 
All thy eloquence to sing 
Of the Truths unterrified, 
By their trials, or their pride, 
Their " Five points" are naught to thee, 
Thou who darest to be free. 



THERE'S A NARROW PATH. 



There's a narrow path in the busy past. 

Where we have wandered alone; 
There are many spots that we cling to yet 

Tho' unmarked by a slab or stone ; 
There are wrecks of hopes along this path, 

That were shattered long ago ; 
When with childish glee we tripped along, 

And knew no thought of woe. 

There are flowers, too, as well as thorns. 

Along this path so dim ; 
There's a low soft voice, a winning smile. 

And a hand comes pressing in; 
There are eyes that are closed forevermore, 

There's a form that is cold and still ; 
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There are tombstones, too, along this path. 
And a grave just under the hill. 

Yes ! there's a narrow path in the busy past, 

It is traced through many years ; 
It is marked as we go hurrying on, 

With eager hopes and fears. 
The path grows dim and fades away, 

From our retrospective view ; 
We turn away with a sigh of regret. 

For our hopes have perished anew. 
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ON RECEIVING A ROSE. 

Thou earnest a speechless, yet a speaking thing, 
For will not memories around thee cling, 
As sweet and lasting as thy own perfume 
Which lingers when all else is gone? 

• 

Oh 1 flower, full oft in future years 

When thy dead leaves are dampened with my 

tears ; 
Will the loved hand that plucked thee from thy 

stem 
At sight of thee come to my heart again? 

'fhou art faded now, gone like the first hour 
Of love's young dream; yet oh ! my flower. 
Thy sweetness lingers, an incense pure. 
Laid on the shrine of love that ever will endure. 

I'll cherish thee, and it shall be my pleasure 
To gaze on thee, my sweet, though faded treas- 
ure; 
A fond memento of a joyous day. 
That never from my heart will fade away. 
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OF YOU. 



I saw a rosebud blushing through 

Its covering of dew : 
And as I gazed it seemed to speak 

In gentle tones of you. 

I saw a star, a soft, bright star. 

The clouds come peeping through : 

And strange, its language was the same, 
It seemed to speak of you. 

I saw a bird, a beauteous bird, 
With plumage of bright hue ; 

And as his brilliant song trilled forth, 
He seemed to sing of you. 

My rose, my star, my beauteous bird, 

Your language was all true ; 
You echoed what was in my heart, 

Its lovely thoughts of you. 
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MOONLIGHT. 



In the splendor of the moonlight 
I am sitting all alone ; 
Thinking of the past sweet hours, 
Of the love that once was ours, 
In the Summer days agone. 

And I'm dreaming, sadly dreaming 
In the moonlight's tender light ; 
Of the murmur of your voice, 
Of words that bid my soul rejoice 
In the far-off Summer night. 

Tender words and softly spoken. 
That fill and thrill my sad soul yet — 
And though time and distance sever 
Thou and I, both now and ever. 
Still their tones I'll ne*er forget. 

Forget ! in Lethe's stream ; oh, never 
Will my soul find sweet release ; 
For the past is ever beaming 
In with all my wildest dreaming. 
And I fear 'twill never cease. 
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IT IS SPRING. 

The sky with ruddy glow is bright, 
The buds are bursting on the trees ; 

And like the long and lonely night 
Has passed the winter's dreary freeze: 

The sky, the buds, each earthly thing 
Proclaim in gladness, It is Spring! 

The grass is springing fresh and green, 
And softly fall the spring-time showers ; 

And soon o'er all the fields will bloom 
The bright and fragrant early flowers : 

The grass, the flowers, each earthly thing. 
Proclaim in gladness, It is Spring ! 

I listened to the birds this morn. 
Trill forth their lay at break of day, 

And on the sweet south wind is borne. 
The fragrance of the coming May : 

The birds, the wind, each earthly thing 
Proclaim in gladness, It is Spring! 
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The children, playing on the walk, 
With hoop and jumping rope to skip 

The words, the laughter and the talk 
That ripples forth from lip to lip : 

The children, all, each living thing, 
Proclaim in gladness. It is Spring! 



TO MY PASTOR. 

A weary, wandering soul drew near. 

And listened to thy voice. 
Thy words of faith and eloquence 

Bid that sad soul rejoice. 
They sought and fell like drops of dew 

Upon the withered flower. 
Regaining what was nearly lost 

In that unhappy hour. 

I bless thee, for it was thy truth 
That saved me from despair — 

Filling my heart anew with hope. 
When it was crushed with care — 

Causing the light oi faith to pierce 
The clouds hung o'er my way — 
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Bidding the weary darkness cease, 
And turning night to day. 

I bless thee, for it was thy voice 

That to my heart hath given, 
A hope as sweet as Summer skies — 

A blessed hope of heaven ! 
On earth we two may meet no more ; 

But in that land above. 
Our souls will join the angel choir, 

And sing that " God is love'\ 



THE TALKING FLOWERS * 

The flowers had a party one day. 

And all went into the garden to play. 

For a time they were merry and happy and bright, 

But a dispute arose before it was night. 

The Petunias clubbed together and said, 

" Our colors are many, and high is our head ; " 

While the Canterbury-bell spoke : " My eyes are 

blue, 
And I can look all around on flowers like you." 

* Inscribed to the "Little Ones." 
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The Rose, all blushing, says : " There never was 

seen 
Another like me. I 'm sure I am queen. 
For the ladies all say I am very fair, 
And deep in my heart is a fragrance rare." 
Then the Tiger-lily shook out his petals, 
And thought, " I '11 show them a little mettle. 
Now, Rose, my sister, it's plain to be seen. 
You '11 do very well for a sweet little queen ; 
But you all will acknowledge such a reasonable 

thing — 
That a lily alone is fit to be king." 
The Violet who never a word had said. 
Now gently raised her drooping head. 
And softly spoke : " Only flowers are we — 
Not kings or queens; for the little bee 
Our sweetness takes, and we live and die 
For the sake of others ; if we only try 
The best to be, in our humble place. 
Then each in each can some beauty trace ; 
For though only a wayside, humble flower. 
We all have a little beauty and power." 
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TO MARTIE, ON HER BIRTHDAY. 

The sun in glorious beauty beams 

Upon thy natal day; 
And may his great and glowing light 
A symbol be of blessings bright, 

To crown thy future way. 

Upon this day thy sweet, dark eyes 

First gained a mother's love — 
Through all the swiftly-gliding years, 
Some passed in joy, and some in tears. 
Like stars and clouds above. 

And love has ever crowned thy way. 
Though thorns as well as flowers 
Have sprung up in thy path, dear one. 
And clouds have often crossed the sun, 
In life's past by-gone hours. 

Another year, my sister dear. 

For thee, this day begun ! 
May every hour be bright, as now. 
With sunshine ever on thy brow, 

Until the year is done. 
September 17, 1865. 
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'T WAS YEARS AGO. 



*T was years ago, when thou and I 

Met, on a Winter's night ; 
The whitened snow lay scattered *round, 

The moon shone clear and bright. 
We scarce had spoke a word, yet parted. 

Each with a fond regret. 
Dost thou remember the glad surprise 

The second time we met ? 

Thy hand pressed mine, as oft me met 
In the gay dance, that Christmas night; 

We laughed and talked, and each heart beat 
With a thrill of pure delight. 

And when the Summer days had come. 
And bloomed the beauteous flowers. 

Thou often came, and we, together, 
' Passed most delightful hours. 

The pleasant rides, the moonlight walks, 

The looks of untold love ; 
Our little confidential talks — 

Pure as the air above. 
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Our Winter sports, the singing school, 

The fun, the stolen ride, 
When underneath the robes, so warm, 

We two sat side bv side. 

Alas ! the time too swiftly flew, 

The change came all too soon ; 
Blighting our hopes, ere yet they lost 

The first of pleasure's bloom. 
Yet now, how changed ! 't is years ago 

Since we two met and parted ; 
And loved, as only those can love. 

The youthful and true-hearted. 



ACROSTIC — TO S. C. LOOMIS. 

Sacred to me this last, long Summer day, 

Crown of the others that have passed away ; 

Last, but the brightest, for thy dear, dark eyes 

Opened on Earth, like twin stars in the skies. 

Oh ! for the power that I might express. 

Mother ! the deep abiding tenderness 

In all our hearts ; for, oh ! there is no other 

Shall bless, our lives, like thee, our darling 

Mother. 
August 31, 1872. 
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BACKWARD, TURN BACKWARD. 

Backward, turn backward, oh ! years that have 
passed. 

And bring back the loved ones of yore ; 
Aye! bring back the joys too brilliant to last. 

And hopes that shall bloom nevermore. 

Oh ! pause in your rapid flight, years, as ye roll, 

Turn back to days, as of old. 
When the bright star of hope rose fresh in my 
soul, 

Now dimmed and faded and cold. 



Yes ! give me the past, with its beautiful dreams. 

And hours, to memory so dear. 
When love, like a light of radiant beams. 

Dispelled every shadowy fear. 
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FAREWELL TO '64. 

Oh ! year of strife, of war, farewell I 

Go join the immortal past ; 
Thy page is dark with many a knell, 

And gloom is o'er thee cast. 
For hopes that bloomed when thou began, 

Are numbered with the dead ; 
And white-winged peace thou hast not brought 

To crown the drooping head. 

Go join the past, thou "sixty-four," 

Though bright with noble deeds, 
Thy page is covered o'er with gore, 

And many a heart-string bleeds. 
That thrilled with joy, a year ago, 

When voices, loved and gone, 
"A happy New Year," cried, and passed 

Beyond the land of morn. 

Departing year, a long farewell. 

Thy dirge the Winter sings ; 
We turn to welcome in the year. 

That soon the morrow brings 
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And hopes are blooming, as of old, 
And each resolves to strive 

For peace and honor, as we hail 
The coming " sixty-five." 



TO MARTIE — ON HER "SILVER 

WEDDING." 

The fields of clover are blossoming to-day, 
And Summer is decked in her brightest array, 

The birds are all singing in tune, 
To welcome the return of the nuptials of old, 
When love, like a rose, so sweet did unfold. 

On that day in the far-away June. 

You stood, all blushing in beauty and pride. 
All robed in white, a timid young bride, 

Trembling with hopes and with fears ; 
And to-day you ponder and smile and live o'er 
All the sweet liitle thoughts of that wedding of 
yore. 

And smiles have banished the tears. 

For Time, with his wonderful power to prove 
The true and the false, has blessed you with love 
That treasures as fondly to-day. 
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As in that bright past, when the same Summer 

sun 
Beamed brightly above, as you twain were made 

one. 

On that day so far, far away. 

As each June shall return, with its sunshine and 

showers, 
As Winter shall pass to the sweet Summer hours^ 

As the future so surely will come. 
May it bind your hearts in the same tender love 
That has beamed o'er your lives like the sun- 
light above, 

And bless forever your home. 

May the silver re-union in the future unfold. 
To a wedding again, a wedding of ^^gold^' 

With love so sweet, so divine. 
That it ne'er shall diminish, as still, side by side^ 
Adown life's path you so peacefully glide. 

Defying the changes of time. 

June ii, 1879. 
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WHERE. 



Where are your thoughts to-night? 

Say, are they seeking me ? 
As mine forever, day and night, 

Are ever seeking thee. 

Where are those hands to-night ? 

Would they were clasping mine 
In a glad pressure of delight. 

As mine, when clasping thine. 

Where are those eyes to-night } 

They do not weep for me ; 
I'd kiss them down with soft delight, 

A sweet good-night to thee. 

Sweet thoughts, brave hands, and tender eyes. 

Would they were all with me, 
To fill my soul this lonely night 

With love's sweet ecstasy. 
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THE DEAD PAST. 

A sweet past died to-day — 
And as I gazed upon its cold, pale face, 
I saw, as in a dream, the far away ; 
I saw a love, another love displace. 

It was a past of dreams ; 

There was no doubts, no coldness, and no fears ; 

There was no anger, no distrust to mar 

Its beauty; 'twas all undimmed by tears. 

It was a past of moonlight, 
A past of love, of beauty, and of flowers. 
Of moments filled so full of wild delight, 
Our souls could never heed the fleeting hours. 

It was a past of beauty ; 
There was no discord in its glowing hours, 
And all that Hope shall claim of bright to- 
morrows. 
They can not make a past to equal ours. 

It was a past of peace ; 

No anger ever left a bitter smart 



6o 



LEA VES. 



On either heart, but peace all sweet, serene, 
Was ever near, was ever in each heart. 

Farewell ! sweet past, farewell ! 
There is no cause for sorrow or regret ; 
I would not resurrect thee, if I could. 
And could noty even if I would, forget. 



THE TWILIGHT HOUR. 

Sweet is the quiet twilight hour. 
When memory, with unwonted power. 

Brings by-gone scenes to me ; 
And as I sit alone and dream, 
The darkening solitude will seem 

To draw me near to thee. 



The moon in silver, shimmering light. 
Beams now as on that Summer night, 

When we sat side by side ; 
And gazed upon her beauty rare. 
And thought the world so very fair, 

Floating on love's tide. 
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Love's tide ! and shall it cease to be ? 
Shall coldness come 'twixt thee and me ? 

Whose loving was so pure ; 
Ah ! no, I'll trust and hope once more, 
That we shall meet, as oft before, 

In friendship firm and sure. 



TO MY MOTHER. 



The sunrise is bright and fair to behold, 
And noon the most brilliant of day ; 
But the sweet sunset, of crimson and gold. 
Is a vision of beauty alway. 

Thus life in the morning is fragile and fair. 
At noon it reaches full power ; 
But at eve it charms with a presence as rare 
As the beauty of sunset's bright hour. 

Imperfect at morn, just crowding at noon. 
Ahead in the world's din and strife ; 
T is alone in the evening, perfected at last, 
A pure and beautiful life. 
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Developed and perfect, Oh ! beam on our lives, 
Thy heart a treasure of love ; 
Thy mind as bright as the stars in the skies. 
Thy faith like the angels above. 

Then stoop, dear mother, from thy perfect life. 
And help us to reach the same goal ; 
Reach forth thy dear hand, and bid us to stand, 
In the light and faith of thy soul. 

God bless thee, my mother, may peace all divine, 
Each moment thy dear life enfold, — 
And all future years in beauty become. 
Like a sunset of crimson and gold. 



DISAPPOINTMENT. 



Oh ! what inflicts the tender heart. 
With such a keen and bitter smart, 
As disappointment's venomed dart. 

To watch and wait, to wait and weep. 
To see the hours slowly creep. 
And not one tender smile to meet. 
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To see hope droop and fade away, 
To note the dying of the day, 
And know that thou art far away. 

My heart is sad and lone to-night, 
Gone every feeling of delight, 
•Destroyed with disappointment's blight. 

" One moment may with bliss repay 
Unnumbered hours of pain." 

'Twas thus sung Campbell years ago, 
And Oh ! we feel its truths to-day — 
Unnumbered griefs are swept away 
In bliss that love alone can know. 

Unnumbered pain, ah ! who can tell 
The sadness of a dreaming heart, 
That to the world will play a part, 
Tho' gloomy as the saddest knell. 

Within thy sheltering arms I felt 
The past and all its pain recede. 
My soul had found its greatest need. 
And in an ecstasy I knelt. 
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LONELY AND ALONE. 



Lonely and alone I'm sitting, 
Thoughts of thee are fondly flitting 

Through my fevered brain ; 
And the past with all its pleasure, 
Its memories which I'll ever treasure, 

To live them o'er again. 

How sweet those hours, so long ago, 
When listening to thy tones so low. 

That raptured praises told : 
Of all that's beautiful and bright. 
That beamed upon our souls that night. 

So new, and yet so old. 

Alas ! that in this world of ours, 

That thorns should ever pierce the flowers, 

Or clouds obscure the sun ; 
Or dreams that were so full of bliss. 
Should change to 'wakenings such as this. 

Or hopes die, one by one. 
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IMPROMPTU* 

Oh ! read the pages of this book, 
And learn within thyself to look. 

To guard thy life from sin and shame, 
To keep each day all free from blame. 

To work, to wait, to watch and pray — 
To find some good in every day. 

To soothe all pain, to banish strife. 
To win the best from every life. 

To govern pride, to quicken love. 
To bow our hearts to Him above. 

To do the good we find to do. 

And keep our lives all pure and true. 

To live in hope, in faith and peace, 
Until our souls shall find release. 

And when all earthly ties are riven. 
To dwell above with God in heaven. 

♦Written on the fly-leaf of my Bible. 



66 



LEA FES. 



TO WILLIE. 

Upon thy life another year, 

Has smiled away the pain ; 
That crushed thy heart in former days, 

And all is peace again. 
For o'er thy soul, so full and pure 

The flowers of love are sown ; 
And o'er thy pathway once so dark. 

Their rays of light are thrown. 



Yes ! thou art loved, a heart like thine, 

Rich in its wealth of love ; 
Is given to thee, with all the soul, 

As pure as heaven above ; 
Remember, when amidst this life. 

Thy brow is pressed with care ; 
Remember one who breathes for thee, 

Love's own impassioned prayer. 

April io, 1865. 



TO THE SAME. 

Intensify thy deepest thought, 

And multiply its power; 
If thou would'st know how full my heart, 

Has been this passing hour. 

How full of love, how full of thee 
And wishes, Oh ! how vain, — 

For thy dear presence-ecstasy. 
To banish parting pain. 

I sit and dream and breathe thy name. 

Until it seems to me ; 
The spirit of my thought must come 

Like a vision unto thee. 



Like a vision I would come and bring. 

Solace for every hour ; 
Fill all thy thoughts and o'er them fling. 

The beauty of love's power. 
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"FRONTING THE LIGHT." 
(Inscribed to Rev. Robert Collyer.) 

" Fronting the light," Oh ! such as thou 

Turn ever towards the sun ; 
Thy perfect life, Thy noble deeds, 

Are numbered one by one — 
The pearly tear, the gentle smile, 

The roses by the way ; 
Will turn to heaven with incense sweet 

For having known thy way. 

" Fronting the light," those cheering words, 

Shall live when thou art gone ; 
Shall bid the saddest heart look up 

The weary cease to mourn : 
The weak to struggle bravely on — 

Towards Hope's rising sun, 
And all will bless thee for those words. 

Whene'er the goal is won. 

"Fronting the light," each dark drear day. 
We'll strive to win the power ; 
Found in those words, be brave and true. 
In every trying hour; 
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Thy last sweet words, Oh ! may they live, 

Within our hearts for aye — 
And bring our souls at last to face, 

The light of Eternal day. 
September 28, 1879. 



TO REV. ROBERT COLLYER. 

Gone from our midst and yet we toil on, 
Though we miss thee at night, and we miss thee 
at morn. 

Gone is the voice we so loved to hear, 
A voice that spoke ever such words of good 
cheer. 

Gone from the hearts that cherish thy face. 
Gone from each dear and accustomed place. 

Gone, and thy people shall know thee no more, 
All lonely they wait on Michigan's shore. 

Gone from the friends who have watched thy 

dear name. 
Leap forth o*er the land in a bright glow of 

flame. 
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Gone from our lives, yet we loved thee full well- 
Gone with a sad, regretful farewell. 
October, 1879. 



WHY. 



Ah ! why, I question as I look in your eyes. 
Ah ! why, does my soul cling to thine ; 

And you can not reply, but re-echo why; 
And the chain still closer entwine. 

We parted an hour ago and yet, 

Thy kisses are thrilling me now ; 
And I dream o'er thy words and can not forget, 

The touch of thy hair on my brow. 

The tones of thy voice, the glance of thy eyes, 

iVhy is it, they linger with me .'* 
My companions alway, tho' others are nigh, 

My soul dreams ever of thee. 

Then answer my question, and tell me why .'* 

My darling! so good and so wise. 
Let the truth of thy soul speak only to me, 

The truth that beams in thy eyes. 
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TO LITTLE MARY. 



0*er thy young life, sweet little one, 

Has passed another year, 
And marked its course from sun to sun, 

With many a smile and tear; 
And o'er thy face so young and fair, 

It has new beauty thrown — 
Like a white rose-bud ere it has. 

To its full beauty blown. 

Dear Mary, 'tis thy natal day. 

And clouds obscure the sun. 
But thou art miles and miles away 

'Midst brighter scenes, dear one; 
And loving hearts both warm and true. 

Will waft a fervent prayer. 
Across the sea, my child, to you, 

That God will bless thee there. 

I gazed upon thy face, that had 

Been pictured by the sun. 
And marked the smile so bright and glad, 

That o'er thy features hung ; 
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And prayed the smiles might e'er remain, 

Undiramed by pain or care, 
That love within her magic chain, 

Should guard thee everywhere. 



TO WILLIE. 

There is within each human soul, 

A ** house not made with hands," 
A temple of the fairest mould. 

One bright with heavenly plans — 
And in this sacred shrine there dwells. 

The image of a love ; 
Whose sweet intensity foretells, 

The joys of life above. 

Within this temple of my soul. 

In fondest memory cherished, 
I hold thy love, 'twill e'er remain, 

' Till life itself shall perish ; 
And when our fate in stern decree. 

These beauteous ties shall sever, 
' Twill live, dear one, for you and me. 

Within our hearts forever. 
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And thus thy heart and mine shall meet, 

In the soft twilight hour, 
To feel again in dreams complete, 

The fullness of love's power ; 
And hope in whispered tones shall tell. 

That we may meet once more. 
To live again in soft refrain. 

The golden hours of yore. 



ALONE. 



Alone, beneath the shady tree. 
Alone, upon the lonely shore, 

Alone, with all my thoughts of thee. 
That mingle with the water's roar. 

Alone, tho' many forms I meet. 
And many voices speak to me ; 

They smile, in answering smile, I greet. 
Yet, still alone, with thoughts of thee. 

Ah ! why upon this lovely day. 
And why upon this lovely shore, 

Should / be lone? when all are gay — 
And music mingles with the roar, 
ro 



74 



LEA VES. 



Alone, because one is not near, 
Whose voice is ever sweet to me ; 

The face I seek is far from here — 
My soul goes wandering back to thee. 

And thus alone, tho' friends are nigh, 
And kindly come to welcome me ; 

I draw apart to breathe a sigh — 
For I'm alone, unless with thee. 



FRIENDSHIP. 



How pure the tie that friendship weaves. 
Around the souls of those refined ; 

And with its influence mild and sweet, 
It feeds and elevates the mind. 

In darkest hours, in days of ill. 
How sweet the solace of a friend ; 

That in our joy and in our woe. 
True sympathy will ever blend. 

Friendship is the star of beauty. 

That penetrates the clouds of sorrow, 

Tho* bright to-day in hours of sadness — 
*T will brighter beam upon the morrow. 
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Nor time, nor change, nor weal, nor woe, 
Can e'er the purest friendship sever, 

But like the beauty of the stars. 
It dwells within the soul forever. 



TO GERTIE. 

Sister, I am vainly pining. 

For thy soft and winning tone, 

And thy eye so sweetly tender. 
And thy hands to clasp my own. 

With thy soul so sweetly blending. 
Truthful love and purity. 

All our thoughts, united tending. 
To the far futurity. 

May sweet hope be with thee ever. 
Cheering thee with light and love, 

' Till life's weary spell is over. 
And thy home is up above. 

Where the seraphs will guard thee, 

With joy and happiness divine. 

Where thy soul will surely dwell, 

Throughout the end of time. 
February, i860. 
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WAR. 

Oh ! war, stern war is abroad, 

Sweet peace has folded her wings, 

Each man is grasping his sword. 
And death to the traitor it means. 



Oh ! God, give strength to the right, 
Let treachery be hurled from the land, 

May our banner with stars ever bright, 
Wave again in its old Southern strand. 

Bless Thou the men, brave and young. 
That have gone to the field of war, 

Bless those that are called on to mourn, 
Those dying from home afar. 

Oh ! grant that the right may succeed, 
May peace spread over the land, 

May war and all strife secede^ 
Leaving all in a brotherly band. 
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TO MY NIECES, MABEL AND STELLA. 

Two little forms in spotless white, 

Are kneeling at my feet ; 
And lisping forth in childish prayer, 

Petitions low and sweet. 
Their dimpled hands raised on each breast, 

Their blue eyes fixed on mine. 
Oh ! is there in this world of ours, 

A sight that's more divine. 



Emblems of purity and peace. 

Those " little ones '* so fair; 
Kneeling so reverent and sweet, 

To breathe their evening prayer. 
Two little voices softly say — 

'* Now I lay me down to sleep,*' 
Oh ! guide in flowery paths I pray, 

Those dear and tender little feet. 
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HERE— THERE. 

I walk alone in shadows to-day, 
Beneath the rays of the sun ; 

Thou baskest beyond the light away — 
Thy earthly toil is done. 

I still am dreaming with hope and fear, 
Awaiting the hour to come ; 

Thou carest for neither smile or tear. 
Thy heavenly goal is won. 

I walk in shadow, thou, in light, 

I wait the Eternal day ; 
While thou art there^ beyond the light, 

Oh ! welcome me I pray. 

I on earth, and thou in heaven — 
How strange it seems to-night ; 

I groping still in darkness. 
Thou in eternal light. 

I wait and weep, in doubt and pain. 

Thy earthly tears are o'er ; 
Oh ! tell me that we'll meet again. 

Upon that heavenly shore. 
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THE DEATH OF A CHILD. 



Passed from earth and passed from sorrow, 

Thou, our heaven-born darling one ; 
Gone to take life's brightest dower, 

In the land beyond the sun. 
Thy little face that was so fair. 

Thy little form of fairest mould, 
Thy little rings of shining hair. 

Touched with the beauteous tints of gold ; 
Marked thee an angel, heaven-born, 

A seraph in that land of morn. 
Born to a pure and perfect life. 

Crowned with immortal joys above ; 
Thy life and death shall draw our hearts, 

To thee in everlasting love. 
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AT EVENING. 



I gazed upon a star, 

That shone so clear at even ; 
It smiled on me afar, 

And seemed to speak of heaven. 

I gazed and sent a prayer, 
To that great throne above ; 

That on my pathway evermore, 
Might beam the star of love. 

Thy name was on my lips, 
I breathed a prayer for thee ; 

While gazing on that star. 
Floating in azure sea. 

That peace and love, dear one, 

Be ever thine and mine, 
'Till we shall meet in heaven, 

Beyond the shores of time. 
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A BIRTHDAY THOUGHT. 

They say, life's but a weary hour, 

A span from sun to sun ; 
That fades as quick as an early flower, 

And soon the battle's won. 

But Oh ! 'tis long enough it seems, 

To see our hopes decay- 
To banish all the happy dreams, 

That cheer our lonely way. 



Farewell ! sweet, bitter past, farewell. 
Oh! would I cou/d forget ; 

The many varied scenes and forms. 
That I must e'en regret. 

Adieu, to former joys and hopes. 

Adieu, departed years ; 

And to the future I will turn. 

And crush the rising tears. 
II 



Then welcome new and unknown year, 

And I will humbly pray, 
That God will guide my weary feet, 

O'er the untrodden way. 



IN MEMORIAM. 

GEORGB E. BAKER, DIED AT MORRIS, JAN. 26, 188O. 

Thou wert with us when the sun arose. 

All bright and clear at morn ; 
But ere it set at evening's close. 

Thy spirit, George had gone — 
So peacefully you passed away. 

The tie so gently riven — 
You closed your eyes on earth, at rest. 

To open them in heaven. 

And we who listened to thy voice, 

And heard its deep sweet tone, 
Altho' 'tis joined an angel's choir. 

We bow our heads and mourn. 
For thou art singing there we know, 

The music of the spheres : 
For thee, all care has passed away. 

All sadness and all tears. 
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Yes ! thou art blessed, ours all the loss, 

Thine, the eternal gain. 
The goal of all thy heavenly hopes, 

The banishment of pain ; 
For thee, no sigh, no pain, no woe. 

Shall come forevermore ; 
For thou hast joined the angel throng, 

Upon the golden shore. 
Chicago, January 27, 1880. 



THE SKY. 



What did you say, my darling, 

" To write about the sky } " 
'Tis gloomy enough to-day, dear ; 
But, I'll tell you what— I'll try. 

The sky is gloomy and leaden. 

But 'tis a sky of love ; 
For beyond the clouds so dreary 

There dwells a God above. 

And altho' no ray of sunshine. 
Will pierce its gloom to-day ; 

To-morrow it may be brighter, 
And filled with a golden ray. 
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Beyond those lowering clouds, dear, 
The stars shine just as bright ; 

As tho' we saw them with our eyes 
As on a clearer night. 

Yes, now they are twinkling there, love, 

Althbugh by us unseen ; 
They shed their light on other scenes, 

Where no clouds come between. 

And thus o'er all our lives, dear. 
An invisible light may beam, 

Altho* we often place there, 
The clouds of doubt between. 

Then look at the gloomy sky to-day 
With hope for a bright to-morrow; 

And let sweet hope with you alway. 
Dispel each cloud of sorrow. 




NOVEMBER. 



I remember a time, when November 
Seemed as bright and as sweet as June; 

For my heart was throbbing with pleasure, 
And the earth was filled with its bloom. 

Yes, to me it was bright as the Summer, 
Tho* the flowers had faded away ; 

And my feet pressed the leaves that had fallen, 
Yet 'twas bright as a Summer's day. 

For my soul was teeming with beauty 
And the world was all sweet to me ; 

For I felt, as we parted that morning. 
That I was cherished by thee. 

Oh ! that day, how sweet to remember, 
And the year that follows between ; 

This time and that other November, 
Seems just like a beautiful dream. 

God bless thee, my darling, forever, 

May thy heart be filled with such bloom. 

That each cold and dreary November 
Seem as bright and as sweet as June. 
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THE LAMENT OF PETER. 

And I denied thee, blessed Christ, 

Thou, who didst pray for me ; 
Who raised me from my lonely lot. 

To be so near to thee : 
These treacherous lips denied thee. Oh ! my God, 
And now in agony I kiss the sod. 

These eyes that could not watch one hour. 

Are weeping now for thee ; 
And Oh ! if I but had the power 

Again to bend the knee ; 
Again to pray, to touch thy wounded side — 
Oh ! would that I with thee, dear Lord, had 
died. 



This coward heart betrayed thee, Lord, 

Thou, who all saintly came. 
To purify the world from sin. 

And I denied thy name : 
Oh ! wretched thought, how can I be forgiven — 
Or hope to gain the smallest place in heaven } 
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Not once or twice, but thrice did I deny, 

Thy pure and blessed name; 
And now I turn to thee in agony, , 

In deepest grief and shame. 
Forgive me. Lord, forgive my greatest sin, 
And let me as a child but " enter in." 



OH! EVER IN ALL THIS WORLD, 

LOVE. 

Oh ! ever in all this world, love. 

The rose must have its thorn ; 
And pain must come as well as bliss. 

To all of those earth-born. 
We bow our heads in grief to-day, 

Under a cloud of sorrow ; 
Perhaps in bliss we chase the hours 

Upon the glad to-morrow. 

Then let thy heart once more love 

Be filled with hope again ; 
As sunshine followeth evermore 

The storms of wind and rain : 
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For daylight fades unto the night, 

The night to day again ; 
And thus some joy will mingle still 

With every earthly pain. 

Then, darling, let the star of hope 

Be with thee every hour; 
And look upon the passing ills 

As on a passing shower. 
For, surely, in the future years, 

Shall come more joy than sorrow 
Then look toward a future goal 

And many a bright to-morrow. 
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HYMN. 

How vast, how wonderful thy throne, 
The earth, the sea, the air-^ 

All, all, Oh ! God, are thine alone. 
Thy beauty everywhere. 

The mountain rill, the great calm sea, 
Speak of thy wondrous power ; 

In all we find a Deity — 
In sunlight and in shower. 

Alike in sunshine and in storm. 
We feel thy greatness. Lord ; 
And bow our hearts in weal or woe, 
• To Thee, by all adored. 

Our finite minds can not presume 

Thy wisdom to discern ; 
But in our hearts a worship pure, 

Like incense ever burns. 
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MY MOTHER. 



Time but adds new beauties to thee, 

For thy virtues are so rare ; 
They transcend all transient beauty, 

And are " fairest of the fair," 

My mother. 

Thou, a bright and shining jewel, 

In the casket of our home — 
Thy sweet influence still extending 

O'er the loved ones doomed to roam. 

Dear mother. 

Words of mine can ill portray thee. 
Or muses sing thy perfect life — 

A life so pure, so full of duty, 
*T is above all worldly strife. 

Sweet mother. 

On this day we gather 'round thee, 
Blessing thee for all thy love. 

That has taught us not to falter. 

But to soar to realms above. 

Blessed mother, 
August 31, 1866. 
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DO NOT FORGET. 



Do not forget, mon amiy 

Do not forget, I pray, 
The love of that beautiful Summer 

That passed so quickly away. 

Do not forget all the beauties, 
That thrilled both thy soul and mine, 

As we loved that beautiful Summer, 
With a love that was nearly divine. 

How sweet were the flowers and their fragrance ! 

How sweet was the evening breeze. 
As we met and watched, those bright evenings, 

The moon as it beamed through the trees. 

The moonlight was paler and fairer, 
The roses were sweeter that June — 

For love had brightened all nature. 
And put our young hearts in tune. 
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I THINK OF THEE. 

I think of thee at early dawn, 

When, on the eastern sky. 
The glorious sun in beauty shines. 

And silvery cloudlets lie. 

I think of thee at bright noon-day, 
When the throng goes hurrying by. 

And, knowing thou art far away, 
I gently breath a sigh. 

I think of thee at dewy eve. 
When all is calm and still. 

And the distant shadows seem to lie 
Upon the distant hill. 

And then at night, in the silent night. 
In dreams thou comest to me, 

And I am happy in thy love, 
Thy truth and constancy. 

And thus at morn and busy noon, 
At eve and shadowy night. 

My spirit is ever seeking thine. 
With a thrill of pure delight. 
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OLD YEAR, FAREWELL. 

Old year, whose bright and happy days 

Will e'er remembered be — 
A long farewell — the happy past 

Is now a part of thee. 
Thy Summer days, whose swift, bright hours 

Were passed so far away, 
Seem to my troubled heart, to-night. 

Like life's most golden day. 



Farewell old year! thou art but a link 

In time's eternal chain — 
One little year — yet, oh, how much 

Thy days and months contain ; 
How much of joy, how much of woe. 

The heart alone can tell, 
And mine is very sad to-night 

While bidding thee farewell. 

December 31, 1867. 
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TO COUSIN CHAN. 

'T is evening, and I sit alone 

And muse upon the past, 
And think of halcyon days of old. 

That were too bright to last; 
But memory, ever faithful, brings 

Sweet visions back to me. 
Of hours bright with youthful love 

That I have passed with thee. 

Again I see the cottage home. 

Where we sat side by side, 
And little thought how all too soon. 

The years would swiftly glide; 
When, child-like, we the future planned. 

Without a thought of care, 
For Hope her starry radiance cast. 

And all was bright and fair. 

Since then in anguish I have seen. 

Those childish hopes decay. 
And I have thought my heart would break 

Ere night would turn to day; 
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Yet, through it all, 'twas bliss to think 
On joy that had been mine. 

In early days, when peace and love 
Around my path entwine. 

'T is past — the bitter and the sweet — 

The years go, one by one, 
Till all seems fleeting as the rays 

Of Summer*s brightest sun ; 
Yet still my heart is fresh as then, 

When life and hope were new, 
But, Chan, like thee, I cling to days 
Whose sky was ever blue. 

April, 1865. 
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OUR ALLIE. 



Her little form is laid at rest, 
The little hands upon her breast ; 
The beauteous eyes will ne'er unclose — 
Our darling rests in a long repose. 

We stapd beside her tiny bier, 
We wipe away the blinding tear ; 
We try to soothe the bitter smart, 
That struggles in the aching heart. 

For, Oh ! we know the sweet, bright eyes 
Are open now in Paradise ; 
For we will meet her on that shore 
Where pain and parting come no more. 

April 6, 1880. 
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A FRIEND. 

I sit alone, and dream a golden dream, 
Of all the hours that I have passed with thee, 
And o'er my spirit's loneliness there beams 
A presence sweet, that cometh unto me. 

A mind, an intellect so clear, so deep, 
So far above, yet softly tuned to mine. 
That often in my inmost thoughts I keep 
An homage that approaches the divine. 

A heart, whose depths it is not mine to know, 
For, Oh ! fate marked our paths so far apart, 
That not for me its deepest pulses glow. 
Ah ! not for me that generous, loving heart. 

Thou art my friend, with this must 1 content. 
And in sweet friendship's pure and sacred name, 
I plead for just one little, tender thought, 
A place within thy memory to retain. 
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A REMINISCENCE. 



I was rummaging in my writing-desk, 

Just at the twilight hour ; 
I came across, 'mong other things, 

A broken faded flower, 
A bunch of letters tied with blue — 

A very trifling thing — 
Yet to my heart sweet memories 

At their first sight did spring. 

*T was many, many years ago. 

That they were penned by thee; 
But I remember yet the thrill 

Their contents gave to me; 
And yet I smile as I recall 

The words you dare not speak, 
But wrote them in that letter coz*, 

I read with burning cheek. 

And then the flower, I pressed my lips 

Upon its petals blue, 
And as I breathed its fragrance sweet 

I only thought of you. 
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The flower I keep, the letters, too — 

There is nothing to regret ; 
We did but love as children do — 

There's nothing to forget. 

I laid the letters slowly back, 

The faded flower, too, 
And like the little girl of old, 

Justthen^ I thought of you. 
Our hearts were fresh and tender, then. 

As any Summer flower; 
Since then, somewhat of worldly pain 

Has been our common dower. 
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TO W. 



We met but once, and yet thy soul 

Is cherished in my heart ; 
And, Oh ! the star of memory 

Will never let it part. 

My friend, tho* many years have passed 

Since long ago we met, 
And trouble o'er thy life has cast. 

Yet I can ne'er forget. 

The friend that journeyed o'er the land 

And called me sister^ then, 
Say, wilt thou not again return. 

And breathe the name again ? 

I thank thee for the little card 

Sent to me from afar. 
That bears thy impress, fresh and true 

As is the evening star. 

My brother, (pardon, if I claim 
Too much of friendly greeting,) 

A brother thou hast been to me 
Since that first transient meeting. 
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My soul sends up a prayer, my friend, 
To Him " who art in Heaven," 

To spare thy life, and to thee ever 
May peace and love be given. 



SOMETIMES. 

Sometimes the shadows are around my head 
Dark and wearisome, weird and wild ; 

Sometimes the sunshine is there instead, 
And I bask in the light, as a little child. 

Sometimes despair is filling my soul. 
And I turn from all the world away ; 

Again, sweet hope o*er my being rolls, 
And I smile in the light of a future day. 

Sometimes from out the depths of my soul 
There arises a sigh of wearisome pain. 

That fills my heart with its sullen moan, 
And echoes that will come again. 

Sometimes the shadows are driven away. 
And I live in the light of hope divine. 

But ever I bow my head and pray. 

Thy will, Oh ! God, Thy will, not mine. 
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THE FIRST ENGAGEMENT. 

His name was Fred, a tall, fair boy, 
With a bright, fresh smile on his sunny face, 

And he was " thirteen,'* at the head in the class, 
And I scarcely " ten," with the foot for my 
place. 

But I knew that he " cared ;" for I missed, one 
day, 
A horrible word that I could not spell ; 
And he tried to tell me in such a way. 

That I could n't understand what he had to 
tell. 

Then we played together ; hand in hand 

We roamed the woods and meadows through : 

And he praised my curls and my pretty hat — 
One day he actually kissed my shoe. 

It lay by the brook on the bank so green. 
As we sat with our feet in the water clear ; 

And the tiny red shoe he kissed, and said 
Because it was mine it was so dear. 
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And we were " engaged," by the sunny brook. 

I promised lo be his bride some day; 
Next week or next month, I Ve forgotten which, 

We thought we would marry and run away. 

And then I was sure I must have a ring; 

For I heard a " big girl " say one day. 
That after an "engagement" 'twas the proper 
thing 

To have a ring and name the day. 

So we counted our pennies over and over: 

He had five and I only two ; 
I am sure one was lost in the long, sweet clover, 

For we had n't enough to carry us through. 

Yes; he was thirteen and I scarcely ttn. 

As we planned a future romantic and sweet; 
But alas for our hopes ; for a w eek from that 
day 
We shunned when we met, and neither would 
"speak." 
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TRANSITION. 

Step backward. Yes ; you see her there, 
Leaning idly against the chair. 

A far-off look in her dreamy eyes, 
A sweet, soft voice in low replies, 

A wreath of golden, glorious hair 

That *s pushed away from a brow so fair ; 

A form so slight, yet filled with grace, 
In sweet accord with that fair young face. 



Here stand before this mirror now, 
And note the change on lips and brow. 

The brow, ah ! see the changes wrought 
By worldly care and anxious thought. 

And mark the eye — so calm and cold. 

So changed from the look they had of old. 
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And the hair, the last of her beauty to go, 
Has turned from gold to the whitest snow. 

And even the hands that were once so white, 
How well they complete the picture to-night. 

Ah ! seventy years of pain and strife 
Will mark a change in every life. 



TO LINNIE, ON HER BIRTHDAY. 



Dear Lill, the day is bright and fair, — 

This day that 's all thine own ; 
For thou art queen, dear one, to-day. 

Of all our hearts and home. 
Though many miles between us lie. 

And we are far apart ; 
Nor time nor distance has the power 

To sever heart from heart. 

And thou art loved, tho' far away. 
And each one breathes thy name — 

Together with a prayer that thou 
Be free from care and pain. 
14 
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The sun is brightly beaming now ; 

And oh ! it seems to me 
A symbol of the days to come — 

A bright futurity. 

October 20, 1867. 



THERE WAS A TIME. 



There was a time, at twilight's hour, 
Beneath the vined and fragrant bower, 
When hand met hand and heart met heart, 
And vows of constancy ne'er to part, — 

Told years ago : 
A change came o*er the brightest dream 
That e'er a mortal soul shall glean; 
For in thy heart distrust had riven 
A chain that should have led to heaven — 

With brightest glow. 

*T is past ; but still pale Luna's beam 
Shall bring again that fleeting dream ; 
A memory in thy heart and mine 
Shall dwell throughout all coming time ; 
Only a thought 
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Is left of all that once was dear ; 
And sometimes, too, we give a tear, 
To that bright passion of the soul, 
That o'er our lives but once will roll,- 



Tho' often sought. 



OH! MOURN THEM NOT. 



Oh ! mourn them not, thy children fair. 
With shadowy eyes and wavy hair ; 

For peace to them is given : 
Forever free from pain and strife, 
Escaped from all the cares of life. 

They dwell with God in Heaven. 

Their little hearts shall ne'er again 
Be touched with weariness or pain, — 

They are forever free. 
Then mourn them not ; for soon above 
You '11 meet again with those you love, 

To live through eternity. 
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I WALKED ALONE. 

I walked alone, at twilight hour, 
And beauty reigned around ; 

And all was peace save my sad heart, 
Which seemed in sorrow bound. 

I walked alone, each lingering step, 
Seemed heavier than the last ; 

For I was mourning for the days. 
That all too quickly past. 

And retrospection took me back. 

To other Summer days; 
When love, and hope and gentle care. 

Had guided all my ways. 

But now alone, I walked with naught — 
But burning thoughts within ; 

To tell me of the fleeting days. 
That all too bright had been. 

I wandered on and twilight changed. 
To dark and beauteous night ; 
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And stars came shining one by one, 
With pure and lambent light. 

No ^\.2S for me, as yet had risen, 

To light the deepening gloom within ; 
I walked alone, and lonely thinking. 

Of other scenes that " might have been." 
July, 1864. 



ALONE, DEAR ONE. 

Alone, dear one, with thoughts of thee. 
And longings so intense and deep ; 

They mingle with my waking hours. 
They follow me in sleep. 

Ah ! then in dreams I hear thy voice. 
And feel thy kisses soft and sweet ; 

How strange the bliss that comes to me. 
When lost in dreamland and in sleep. 

I am alone, and thou alone — 
So far, yet near it seems to me ; 

As if thy spirit must meet mine. 
And recognize its truth to thee. 
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The midnight hour slowly comes, 
My unclosed eyes their vigils keep : 

But Oh ! my thoughts like lightnings flash 
Spring forth thy presence, love, to seek. 

Apart, Ah ! no, forevermore. 

Our thoughts will ever be together ; 

Fate may decree we meet no more 
But memories no fate can sever. 



SLEEP. 



Welcome sleep. 

Oh ! how sweet : 

Softly now the eyelids close. 

In the quiet of repose ; 

While the soul in happy dreams, 

Roams at will by pleasant streams. 

And enjoys — ecstatic bliss — 

Pleasures that's denied in this. 

Thus, Oh ! sleep. 
Thou art ever welcome, sweet, 
To the weary, to the young, 
Thou restorest oft the bloom ; 
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To the old thou bringest the joys, 
That came to them as girls and boys, 
For within thy realm so fair, 
Cometh neither grief nor care. 

Sister of approaching death, 
Could we feel that loss of breath, 
Would but be thy bliss to know, 
Who would hesitate to go : 
Who would not forget his woes. 
In the arms of thy repose, 
Who that's weary will not seek 
Sweet relief in blessed sleep. 



FAREWELL. 



Farewell, my friend, and must I watch no more, 

For that dear face, 

That holds within my heart a place. 
Dearer than any ever known before. 
It seems so sad that I must say farewell. 

To those dear hands, whose lighest touch, 

Could thrill my inmost soul so much, 
And make me feel, with thee^ that all was well. 
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Farewell, dear eyes, and must I look no more 

Deep in their depths of blue. 

To read emotions true, 
Of love that lasteth evermore ; 
And that dear voice, Oh ! must I list in vain. 

Whose full and tender tone 

Could fill my ear with music all its own. 
And banish from my heart its lonely pain. 

Yes ! farewell all, my friend that was to me. 

More than sunlight to the flower; 

I bow my soul in this sad hour. 
And weep that I must say farewell to thee. 
The dreary days will come and go. 

And I shall sit alone, 

And for thy presence mourn,' 
And all my days be days of woe. 
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WAITING. 



I watched the shadows slowly creep, 

Toward the setting sun ; 
And as they grew more dark and deep, 

My hopes fled one by one. 
For I knew another night must pass. 

And hours slowly creep — 
And I must watch them drag along, 

Ere thou and I should meet. 

Perchance, not then, and I again. 

May watch and wait in vain. 
And question why within my heart 

There is such inward pain : 
For, Oh ! my friend, there was a time. 

Not many months ago — 
I did not wait and watch for thee, 

And dream and suffer so. 

Still Tm alone, and still 1 wish. 
Thy face, dear friend, to see : 

For there's a sympathy of mind 
So sweet *twixt thee and me — 
15 
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I often wish my inmost soul 
Could frame some word for me ; 

That I could breathe that word and show, 
My inmost soul to thee. 



TO MARY. 



My dearest Mate, another year 
(With many a smile and many a tear) 

Has quickly passed away ; 
And Oh ! I'll pray to God in heaven 
That purest joy to thee be given 

On this thy natal day. 

Oh ! may you ever, sweet sister mine, 
With eyes so bright, and voice divine. 

Be free from pain and care ; 
May life wear ever its brightest side, 
And for thee calmly, gently glide. 

With sky forever fair. 

November 24, 1862. 
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FAREWELL TO 



Farewell, if we on earth no more 
Shall meet as in the happy past ; 

Then know that in my " heart of hearts 
Its memories will ever last. 



»» 



I'll pray for thee in the silent night, 
When the fragrant flowers fall asleep ; 

I'll pray that God will guard thy way, 
And bless for aye thy wandering feet. 

Farewell, dear friend ! when life is o'er. 
And souls celestial love shall seek : 

Then, free from all our earthly faults, 
We two in purest bliss may meet. 



ii6 



LEA VES, 



ALL ALONE. 



All alone I sit and ponder, 

On the days forever gone ; 
When a child, I used to wander, 

Culling flowers at early dawn. 

Picking violets wet with dew. 
Wishing by their gentle heads, 

Loving much their beauteous blue, 
Scattered o'er so many beds. 

Then the brook beyond the hill, 
In dreams I hear its murmur now ; 

How often in that silvery rill, 
I have bathed my childish brow. 

How oft, when listening to its song. 
My soul was filled with bliss divine ; 

Filled with a fervor pure and strong, 
Poured forth alone at nature's shrine. 

With quickened pulse and tearful eyes, 
*Twas there I've stood upon the sod; 
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With upturned face toward the skies — 
I've bowed my soul in prayer to God, 

Yes, there I knelt, my infant prayer 

Was raised in faith above ; 
Oh ! may it ever linger there, 

To draw me with its love. 



1864. 



"REMEMBRANCE." 



I thank thee, darling, for the thought, 
Those precious words contain ; 

They'll brighten all, whate'er my lot. 
They'll soften every pain. 

Remembrance^ Ah ! how sweet the word. 

That can the past recall ; 
Those blissful moments passed with thee. 

The sweetest of them all. 

Remembrance ! Oh, if in thy heart. 
There is some thought of me. 

Then will I bless the tie that binds 
My spirit unto thee. 
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A PICTURE. 



Upon the polished mirror's face 
A picture was reflected there : 

That to two pair of eyes at least, 
Was thought to be so very fair. 

For thou didst draw me to thy side, 
And bend thy noble head to mine: 

'Twas sweet to see thy raven hair 
Rest lightly on the gold of mine. 

We silent stood, and each did gaze 
Into the other's loving eyes : 

There was no need of whispered speech, 
There was no need of low replies. 

Emotions far too deep for words. 
Was told in silent, searching gaze; 

And silence was to our full hearts 

More precious than the loudest praise. 
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LINES. 



I have watched and waited a weary hour, 

As I sit by my window alone : 
And I think as I wait of this wonderful power, 

That centers my thoughts in thy home. 

Alone I am waiting, I am dreaming of thee, 
And the past, its moments of bliss; 

When drawn in thy arms so confidingly, 
My spirit met thine in a kiss. 

I thought it was gratitude, reverence, respect, 

That drew my soul unto thine : 
I called it all names, yet I could not forget 

That it was, like love, divine. 

I am weary, my darling, of watching for thee, 
And I list for thy footstep in vain — 

For the setting sun is a warning to me 
That to-day I'll not see thee again. 

God bless thee, my darling, wherever thou art. 
That prayer I breathe ever for thee ; 

Oh ! may it renew in thy lonely heart 
Sweet hopes of futurity. 

November, 1864. Written by request. 
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MEMORY. 

Oh! the joy of a thought that can pleasure 
bring, 

Back from the moments past, 
That can o'er the lonely present fling, 

And a radiance of happiness cast. ' 

The "pleasures of memory," so transient, yet 
sweet. 
That can bring back those moments of bliss 
That were passed with the friends we no more 
may meet, 
And whose presence we ever will miss. 

The tone of a voice, the touch of a hand 
Will linger, sweet memory, with thee. 

And the joys unforgotten that together we 
planned ; 
With the hopes of Eternity. 

A thought, a beautiful thought then bring 

From out of the shadowy past. 
And bid its brilliance o'er sorrow fling. 

And joy o'er the present cast. 
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Then come in thy beauty, sweet memory, again, 

My soul thy shrine it shall be ; 
1*11 cherish thee ever, to banish all pain. 

And make bright the futurity. 



DRIFTING APART. 



Drifting apart, thou and I, 
Wave upon wave between us roll — 
Waves of doubt, distrust and fear. 
Of bitter words, of passions leer, 
Of pride, that will not shed the tear, 

That's smothered in a sigh. 

Drifting apart, thou and I, 
Apart when the year is just begun. 
Oh! number the days and weeks 'till done. 
From rise of morn, 'till set of sun ; 

When hopes so early die. 

" Drifting apart, thou and I, 

Whose hearts for years have beat as one, 

Hand clasped in hand, heart pressed to heart, 
i6 



122 LEAVES. 



- 



With earnest vows to never part, 
Tho' foes pressed 'round with every art, 
We still together clung : 

And yet the days of this young year, 
Have darkened been with many a tear, 
To see us once so doubly dear, 
Drift far apart. 

January 13, 1870. 




IMPROMPTU. 

I send thee a thought, a wild wayward thought, 

That I imprison for thee ; 
In the cold form of words, for unsung and 
unheard, 

Are the deepest of thoughts mystery. 

Ah ! love will take words, like the warble of 
birds. 
And sing of his hopes and his fears ; 
But a thougljt, who can tell, where its presence 
will dwell, 
Tho' revealed in our smiles and our tears. 

And memory will bring her treasures and fling, 
Like the flowers and dew at our feet ; 

While a thought half reveals and its beauty con- 
ceals, 
Deep within the souVs safe retreat. 



LITTLE Le ROY. 



Bonnie-brown hair, and eyes black as night, 
A sweet little mouth, with a smile ever bright, 
A wayward, frolicksome, laughing boy — 
This is our darling, our little Le Roy. 

Running around, with pattering feet. 
Calling the chickens, or driving the sheep. 
Sometimes a care, and sometimes a joy — 
This is our darling, our little Le Roy. 

Crying so loudly, or laughing so sweet. 

As he runs swiftly away 'cross the street. 
Hunting for papa, or seeking a toy — 
This is our darling, our little Le Roy. 

Ah ! may thy life, be as free from all care. 
As childhood's sweet hours, so bright and so fair ; 
Brief be thy griefs, and long be thy joy — 
These are my wishes, sweet little Le Roy. 

God bless thee I pray, at the closing of day, 

May thy life be like the sunshine of May, 

And thy heart be pure and loving, dear boy ; 

God bless our darling, our little Le Roy. 
July 22, i88o. 
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THE HALBORNE MYSTERY. 



Come out of the cold, and out of the gloom, 

Come into the warmth and light of this room, 

Draw near to the fire, sit here by me, 

And I'll tell of the Halborne Mystery. 

You remember Judge Halborne, with his head of 

snow, 
How he limped a little, and walked so slow; 
How proud he was, as proud as could be. 
(Tm telling it just as *t was told to me.) 
His only son, the pride of his life, 
He turned from his door in anger and strife : 
Because the boy — *t was the talk of the town — 
Had fallen in love with sweet Susie Brown. 
A blacksmith's daughter, so I've been told. 
With wondrous hair of light red -gold; 
Her deep dark eyes, her face so sweet, 
She was as pretty a girl as you'd ever meet. 
And Arthur Halborne, the pride of his race, 
Fell madly in love with that same sweet face. 
His father heard, and made stern demand, 
He should never sue for that poor girl's hand : 
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And fierce were the words between father and 

son, 
And bitter the thoughts in the hearts of each 

one. 
They parted in anger, the love of a life, 
Faded away in passion and strife. 

When Susie came out of the church that night, 

Robed like an angel, all in white. 

She said, " Take me to thy father I pray — 

Thy father must bless our wedding day." 

Arthur turned pale, but resolved to meet. 

And plead with his father at his very feet. 

Tho* they had not met, since a month before, 

When his father turned him away from the door. 

An only son, and his beautiful bride. 

Shall they plead in vain, 'gainst an old man's 

pride. 
They trembled with fear, as they came in sight, 
Of his cold, stern countenance that night ; 
And hurrying forward, they fell at his feet, 
And Susie's voice, all low and sweet, 
First broke the silence while kneeling there. 
" Oh ! bless us father, Oh ! hear our prayer.' 
He rose in anger, all fierce and wild, 
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Intending to curse his only child, 
But ere the terrible words were said, 
He fell at their feet, like one that was dead. 
Fate hushed his voice, ere the curse was spoken, 
Fate interposed ere her heart was broken. 
For weeks and months the old Judge lay, 
" 'Twixt life and death," the neighbors say, 
And Susie was ever around his bed, 
Holding his hands and bathing his head ; 
Gliding, his slightest wish to fill. 
Doing more than all of the doctor's skill. 
Winning him back to health and life — 
Winning from out of his heart all strife. 
When he recovered, he would say, with pride, 
" This is my daughter, my dear son's bride ; 
I owe my life to her tender care. 
For she is as gentle as she is fair." 
Down in the village, to this very day, 
The people will talk of that blow, and say, 
" T was the hand of God, to stay the curse 
He would have hurled at the little nurse 
Who saved his life, and was the bride 
Of his only son, the old man's pride." 
I've told you the tale as 'twas told to me, 
What they call the Halborne Mystery. 
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UNREVEALED. 

"The sweetest songs are those unsung/' 
Ah ! yes, for deep within the breast 
Thoughts sweet and beautiful will run, 
Which ne'er in words can be expressed. 

What poesy will fancy weave, 
What music o'er the heart will roll ; 

What visions sweet, both bright and deep. 
Are hidden in the silent soul. 

The sweetest songs are all unsung, 

The sweetest thoughts are unexpressed ; 

The dearest pictures, those unhung, 
But cherished in the silent breast. 

Then blame not that the spoken words 
But half express the hidden thought; 

The cunning work of sculptor's hand 
Ne'er quite his perfect vision wrought. 
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"I AM THE RESURRECTION AND 

THE LIFE." 

Oh ! sweetest words to mortal given, 
Oh ! words of faith, of hope, of love ; 

Oh ! words that bid us seek a heaven, 
And tell us of a home above. 

No other words can ere bestow 

Such comfort to the stricken heart ; 

Can take the sting from bitter woe, 
Can take from grief its venomed dart. 

Blessed words, that to the mourner's ear 
Seems music wafted straight from God, 

That wipes away the mourner's tear, 
That takes all terror from the sod. 



" I am the life." Oh ! blessed words, 

That fill each heart with hope of Thee ; 
The sweetest mortal ever heard — 
They tell of immortality. 
17 
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Immortal love, immortal life, 
Inheritors, dear Lord, with Thee ; 
" I am the resurrection and the life,' 
They join us with Eternity. 
December 29, 1880. 
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TO WILLIE. 

Another year, months quickly told, 

Are numbered with the past ; 
And many joys, and many tears, 
That lived and died in former years, 
With this has passed at last. 

The tears from off thine eyes I'd kiss, 

The joys I would increase ; 
And o'er thy life sweet hope should fling 
Her magic touch, and sweetly sing. 
Of rest and perfect peace. 

And thus, my dear, should every year 

All perfect pass away ; 
With naught of pain, of ill, or strife, 
With naught to mar the perfect life 

Of an Eternal day. 
April 10, 1864. 
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** NOT DEAD, BUT SLEEPETH." 

I saw thee lying, so still, so sweet. 
All calm and white, from head to feet ; 
I saw the flowers blooming fair, 
Upon thy bosom, and in thy hair — 
A picture, beautiful and sweet. 
But, Oh ! so cold, from head to feet. 

A heavenly smile still lingered there, 

Upon thy face, so cold and fair; 

But, Oh ! the eyes, whose beaming light, 

Had filled my heart with such delight, 

Were closed, to ope on Earth no more, 

For thou hadst reached the " Shining shore." 

Ah ! yes, I stood beside thy bier. 
And, crushing back each blinding tear, 
I gazed upon thy face so sweet. 
And thought, it is not death, but sleep. 
Sleep, beautiful, all sweet, serene. 
And heaven itself is in thy dream. 

Beneath the shadow of thy eyes, 
Rests all the dream of Paradise; 




And all thy beauty that is hid 
Beneath the gloom of coffin-lid, 
Will rise, renewed, beyond the tomb, 
To live in an eternal bloom. 



THY VOICE. 

We Ve met, and I have heard thy voice. 
And listened to the old refrain ; 

I listened for a tone that's gone, 
A chord was wanting in the strain. 

It has the sweetness, and the power. 
That thrilled me once in days of old ; 

But, Oh ! the witchery of that hour, 
When moments flew on wings of gold. 

That happy past, when thou and I, 

Watched the pale moon upon the sky ; 

When all the sweetness in our hearts 
Was met and blended in a sigh. 

'Tis past; there is a change, and yet — 
'Tis not the silver in thy hair; 

'Tis not the look upon thy brow, 
Of worldly pain and worldly care. 
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But, Oh I 't is something from the heart 
That thrilled thy soul at sight of me ; 

A change the cruel years have wrought, 
For I am all unchanged to thee. 

Come back, and let me look again, 
Into those eyes that once were true ; 

Come back, and take away the pain, 
That lingers in my heart for you. 



TO MY HUSBAND. 
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Asleep I lay upon thy breast, 

Thy face on mine was gently pressing ; 

And as I sweetly sank to rest. 

Thy hand was fondly mine caressing. 

I had a dream while resting there, 
A vision of pure and endless love: 
Methought our days on earth were ended. 
And we together roamed above. 

Thou sleepest still, and on thy brow 
Rests tremblingly my last fond kiss; 
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Oh ! would that in this world of ours 
Each moment was as bright as this. 

I gaze upon thy face so calm, 
And bless thee as thou resteth there ; 
Oh ! would that I could shield thee, love, 
From every trouble, strife, and care. 



FRAGMENT. 



The dew upon the blushing rose. 
Adds more of beauty to the flower. 
As the tear-dimmed eye will oft disclose 
More of sweetness and of power. 
So sorrow throws around thy soul 
Its Heavenly dews, as like the rose 
And tender tear, upon thy heart, — 
It lives, but in a calm repose. 

The cloud upon the Summer sky 
But adds new beauty to the scene ; 
The softest sleep is sometimes made 
More restful by a passing dream. 




Thus clouds and sunshine, dreams and thoughts, 
Make up a changeful, varying life. 
More sweet by contrasts. Thus it is. 
Part in repose and part in strife. 



TO MARTHA. 



Adown the pathway of regretted years, 
Numbering so many sad, so many blissful hours ; 
When oft in childhood, smiling thro' my tears, 
1 plucked the early Spring-time flowers ; 
Fond memory, ever true, flies back again 
To that dear home, and sister mine to thee ; 
Whose kind, true heart, and ready, winning smile. 
Could change my childish grief to ecstasy. 

Ever sweet sister, thou my earliest friend, 
Full oft when sobbing o'er a broken toy, 
I'd fly to thee ; thy sympathy would soon 
Turn girlish grief to a more lasting joy. 
Yes, dearest Martha, thou the bright lode-star 
Which always drew, with thy presence mild. 
All love, all confidence from every side. 
Subdued and won each fond and wayward child. 
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Methinks I see again that cottage home, 
Surrounded with its foliage and flowers, 
A merry group is on its shaded porch — 
Alas ! how swiftly sped those happy hours. 
Yet ! there were clouds that darkened oft our sky, 
But thou, the bright and radiant family star. 
Whose faithful love could banish every cloud, 
And light our home tho* thou wert oft afar. 



Sister, aye the word repeat, 
With a thousand echoes sweet. 
And it could not half express 
All my soul's deep tenderness. 
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TEN YEARS. 

Ten years ago to-day, I, a girlish bride, 
Stood, all timidly, clinging to thy side, 
While the man of God, in a solemn tone. 
Pronounced the holy words that made us twain 
one. 

How quick the time has sped with its many 

hopes and fears — 
Sometimes bright with beauty, sometimes dark 

with tears ; 
But my heart in all its freshness beats now as 

true to thee 
As on that evening, years ago, when thou wast 

pledged to me. 

Ten happy years, my Willie, we have been 

bound together. 
How sweet the tie has proven in fair and stormy 

weather! 
Togethery fate shall be to us like sunshine on the 

sea, 
As long as love is still the tie that binds both 

thee and me. 

i8 
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Yes, dearest one! as on through life the years 

the swifter glide, 
My love shall be as warm and pure as when a 

timid bride, 
I gave my soul, my life, dear one, to be thine 

own forever ; 
And naught on earth, but death, can e'er this 

fond tie sever. 
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